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Prologue: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia, Township of Serin; Year: 3741 B.C.


The Shattered Knee Tavern Inn stood in the town square. On most nights, it was 

loud and packed with all kinds of patrons. This night however, it was quiet, somber. 

Twelve patrons filled the corners of the lowly lit tavern. Among the twelve patrons were 

four thieves, two civilian guards, a prostitute and five Rangers.


Across from the twelve patrons, on a bar stool, sat a man. He had pointed ears and 

long black hair, braided into a ponytail. He had blue eyes, brimming with a cold fury. He 

was garbed in a blue Baruune silk robe, and had white body armor over the robe.


On the man’s ring finger, he wore a Power Ring, with a green emerald in its 

centerpiece. Attached to the leather strap on his back was a long sword, with an 

extremely wide blade. On the handle’s butt was a golden Dragon.


The thieves looked at the stranger interestedly. The stranger had his back to them, 

and was sipping soup from a clay bowl.


“Look at his clothes, they seem expensive” said one of the thieves. The other 

three thieves turned to stare at the rich silks that the stranger wore.


“He smells like funeral spices, as if he crawled over a dead body in a coffin. 

Could he be a grave robber? That might account for his clothing,” asked another of the 

thieves.


“One way to find out,” the lead thief said as he got up from where he was sitting 

and calmly walked up to the stranger.


“Excuse me sir, why do you smell like funeral spices? Did you rob someone’s 

grave for their possessions?” the thief asked loudly. The stranger continued to sip his 

soup, ignoring the thief.


“Hey, I’m talking to you! If you don’t respond to someone’s question from where 

I come from, that’s considered rude. Rude enough to fight to the death,” the thief said as 

he drew his katana.


The stranger didn’t turn around to face his adversary. Instead, he reached 

backwards for his sword’s handle. Suddenly, there was a silver flash of light. Then, the 

thief that was behind him fell down to the wooden floor; blood splattering everywhere. 

The two thieves looked down at their leader in shock, who was now dead. The stranger 

slowly grinned, then continued to sip his soup.


“Who are you? How dare you eat, just after you killed our leader! You will pay 

for that with your life!” One of the remaining thieves yelled as he unsheathed his katana 

and charged the richly garbed warrior, who was on the barstool.


“How can you kill someone who is already dead?” the stranger said slowly as he 

unsheathed his two-handed  long sword, and turned to face his oncoming assailant. The 

thief swung his sword at the stranger, just as the stranger blocked the swing with one of 

his own. The two blades met, and the thief’s sword broke in two.


The stranger’s sword swung down, and cleaved the thief’s head from his 

shoulders. The thief’s body fell to the ground, the thief’s head joined his body, a moment 

later. The room was silent, everyone watched the stranger. The stranger then turned and 

faced the patrons around him.


“My name is Seth of Adorous, the One Man Army, who was slain 20 years ago. I 

have been resurrected and I will have my vengeance. The Plains of Aldea will be stained 

with blood once again,” Seth said coldly as he charged the patrons around him, moving in 

a blur of motion.


Suddenly, he stopped, and then stood by the door. Everyone in the room looked at 

him in puzzlement, then as one, they collapsed to the floor; dead.

Chapter 1: Aldea, Relon Continent, Kingdom of Merdia; Year: 3741 B.C.


Teya and Te’lar looked through the blowing tall grass, and saw a town ahead of 

them. Something wasn’t right. The air smells like blood, and vultures are circling above 

the town, Teya thought as he looked at his twin and nodded.


The twins moved cautiously towards the town. Teya unsheathed his katana, while 

Te’lar got her bow out and reached for an arrow out of her quiver of arrows. She turned 

to her twin, then spoke.


 “Teya, I’m going on ahead to scout out the town. Why don’t you go back and get 

Sakura and Ayden. We may need their help,” Te’lar said slowly as she started to head in 

the direction of the town.


“Yeah sis, whatever” Teya said as he sheathed his sword and quickly walked up 

the hill, in the direction of the main road, where Ayden and Sakura last were.

A Few Minutes Later


Te’lar moved through the streets, aiming her arrow at every sudden sound. All 

around her lay mangled bodies of men, women and children. Pools of dark red blood 

covered the town square. The sight made her nauseous.


Did a Demon do this? That would explain the carnage, plus the cold chill 

crawling up my spine, she thought as she surveyed her surroundings. She put the arrow 

back into the quiver, and slung her bow over her shoulder. Then, in a quick motion, she 

unsheathed her katana.


Someone is approaching. Maybe it’s the Demon! she thought as her ears picked 

up the faint sounds of footfalls, heading in her direction. She turned around when she 

heard them suddenly stop behind her.


An Aldean, with long black hair braided back into a ponytail, and blue eyes, faced 

her. He was garbed in a blue Baruune silk robe, with whiter body armor. In his right 

hand, he held a two-handed long-sword, with a golden Dragon on the sword’s handle’s 

bottom; whose blade was extremely wide. On the man’s finger was a ring with a green 

jewel in its centerpiece.


“Who are you?” Te’lar demanded as she brought her katana up defensively. The

 figure looked her over, coolly.


“ I am Seth of Adorous. You must be Te’lar of the late Village of Skyra. If you’re 

here, then Sakura Durnmal and Ayden Argadon won’t be far away. My Mistress, Lady 

Ketral, told me you would be here. I have prepared this village for your arrival. Do you 

like what I’ve done for you?” Seth asked with a sadistic grin.


Te’lar felt bile rise into her throat. She swallowed it, and glared at Seth. This man 

is evil, vile in every word. Ketral, the murderous beast who gave the order to a clone of a 

Shi’ado Lord to slaughter my village. She used my brother  and me to try to kill the only 

people who could oppose her. Now, she has this wicked man to do her dirty work. This 

wicked man must die, Ketral herself needs to be thrown into Hell. I must attack this man 

now, if I am to succeed in killing him Te’lar thought as she moved wordlessly and 

charged Seth.


She raised her katana, and swung it in a forward motion. She watched as it sliced 

into Seth’s arm. She stepped back and watched as blood splattered out of the wound.


Seth calmly put his free hand over the wound, staunching the blood. He looked at 

Te’lar, curious at this teenage female. He watched her charge him again, and grinned in 

anticipation.

Chapter: 2


For the death of my family, Ketral, this life I take; will be in retribution for one 

life of a villager. Vengeance will be mine! Te’lar thought as she charged and swung her 

sword in a horizontal slash. Seth grinned and brought up his sword.


Blade met blade, metal met metal. Te’lar’s katana broke in half as it hit Seth’s 

sword. Te’lar was thrown back, her sword flying into the air. She hit the ground, a few 

meters away, hard. She tried to get up, but felt every bone in her body shrill in pain. Her 

vision blurred, then went completely dark. Te’lar lay on the ground, unconscious.

A Few Minutes Later


Te’lar woke up, then looked around. She found herself in the town square, tied 

tightly to a tree. She squirmed and couldn’t move an inch. She looked around her, and 

saw Seth, sitting on a stone bench, his sword sheathed and attached to a leather strap on 

his back.


“What are you going to do with me?” Te’lar asked, finally finding her voice. Seth

didn’t turn his head, but responded non-the less.


“I will use you as bait to lure Ayden into combat. I will match him in skill, then

 kill him. He will become universally dead. Then, I will kill both you and your brother,” 

said Seth with a sadistic grin.


“You are the most evil person I have ever met. I heard a story once, about one 

warrior who was considered a One Man Army. The warrior killed anyone is his way, and 

soon became very powerful. Draconis, the Emperor of Aldea, had this warrior serve him. 

The warrior soon became prestigious and power hungry. He created a coup in order to 

overthrow Draconis. Draconis found out and destroyed the coup. He then had the warrior 

painfully executed. That was 20 years ago, that warrior’s name was Seth of Adorous. 

You are that warrior!” said Te’lar slowly, glaring at the murderer who was a few yards

away from her.



“I may have died, but I am alive again. Draconis is gone, Aldea has fallen over to 

the influence of evil. As  long as I get to kill and do as I wish, nothing really matters. As 

for you, I think your time on this world is about up” Seth said with what seemed like a 

snarl. He got up from where he was sitting, and headed in Te’lar’s direction.


Te’lar screamed in fright as Seth moved wordlessly towards her. She screamed 

and screamed, afraid for her life. Then, she fainted as Seth reached her. Seth stared at her, 

his eyes were alive with wicked pleasure.

The End

